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PROLOGUE 


Our tale begins in Japan with a clan of ninja known as the Foot. The 
leader of the Foot was a quiet, honorable man named Hamato Yoshi. 


One member of the clan sought to steal the leadership away from 
Hamato Yoshi. This ninja's name was Oroku Saki. He had no honor. 


Through an act of treachery Saki made it look like Yoshi was 
planning to kill a spiritual leader who was visiting the Foot. Saki's plan 
was very cunning, and very evil. 


Unable to offer an explanation in defense of his innocence, Yoshi was 
banished from the Foot clan... forever! 


Disgraced, Yoshi fled to America. Penniless, his honor preventing 
him from begging or stealing, Hamato Yoshi chose to live a solitary life in 
the sewers beneath the city. In time Yoshi made friends with the many rats 


who lived there. 


One day in the city above the sewers a young boy was walking home 
from a pet store. He had just bought four turtles as pets and was hurrying 
home to show his friends. 


In his haste the boy tripped. The four little turtles fell from his arms, 
right into a storm drain leading down to the sewers! 


The boy never saw his pet turtles again. 


The four turtles, however, landed safely in the sewer water far below, 
directly at the feet of Hamato Yoshi! Yoshi immediately decided to care for 
the turtles as if they were his own. The turtles sensed Yoshi's kindness and 
were happy to be cared for by him. 


The four turtles were brothers. They began to treat Yoshi as if he were 
their father. 


The turtles liked their new home in the sewers. It was wet and smelly 
and full of interesting things. They found many places to play. 


One day Hamato Yoshi found the four turtles playing in a strange, 
glowing ooze that had spilled from a broken cannister. 


What Yoshi didn't know was that the weird ooze was mutagen, a 
substance that caused whoever touched it to take on the form of whatever 
creature he had most recently been in contact with! 


The four turtles began to change right before Yoshi's eyes, growing, 
mutating, becoming more human... for the turtles had most recently 
touched Yoshi. 


Yoshi had also touched the mutagen. Soon he, too, began to mutate. 
But since Yoshi had most recently touched one of the many rats he had 
befriended, he began to take on the appearance of a rat! 


Knowing that the four mutated turtles would become outcasts much 
like himself, Yoshi began training them in the ninja skills that he used to 
teach to the Foot clan back home. He dressed them each in masked 
costumes designed after those worn by the ninja of ancient Japan. 


Yoshi then gave each turtle a name in honor of one of his favorite 
Renaissance painters. He also gave each of them a special weapon. 


One turtle he named Leonardo. Yoshi gave Leonardo two katana 
blades. 


Yoshi decided to call the second turtle Raphael. Raphael was given 
two sais with which to defend himself. 


Yoshi named the next turtle Donatello. Yoshi gave Donatello a 
wooden bo staff. 


To the fourth turtle Yoshi gave a pair of whirling nunchakus and the 
name Michaelangelo. 


The turtles in turn named their rat-master Splinter. Yoshi found it very 
appropriate, given the fact that his newly mutated form was so different 
from his old one. He felt as though he had been splintered away from his 
old self. 


Splinter liked his new name very much. 


Besides training the turtles in the skills of the ninja, Yoshi began to 
teach them other things as well. He taught them reading, writing, and 
drawing. History, geography, and oceanography. Biology, zoology, and 
ecology. Arithmetic and geometry. Honor and respect. 


As the turtles continued to learn, they each began to develop their 
own interests. It was not long before the four turtles were noticeably 
different from one another. Soon each brother had a distinctive personality 
all his own. 


CHAPTER 1 


ANOTHER WORLD 


“COWABUNGA!” screamed Michaelangelo. 


Michaelangelo was very happy. He was upside-down on a roller 
coaster with his brothers. 


“Cowabunga!” he screamed again, only not as loudly as the first time. 
Michaelangelo was moving forward so quickly, it felt as though his cheeks 
would slide off his face. 


He held his hat firmly to his head. He did not want it to be blown off. 


He smiled. Michaelangelo liked being upside-down. He liked moving 
quickly. 


Michaelangelo looked over at Splinter. Splinter was not smiling. In 
fact, Splinter looked as though he were ill. Splinter did not like being on a 
roller coaster as much as Michaelangelo did. 


“That was outstanding,” said Michaelangelo. 
“Most excellent,” added Leonardo. 
“Awesome,” put in Raphael. 
“Gravity-defying,” said Donatello. 


“Not my cup of tea,” concluded Splinter. He was looking better now 
that the ride on the Cyclone was over. The turtles’ sensei adjusted his fake 
beard and straightened his sunglasses. 


Splinter and the turtles were in disguise. They were at Coney Island. 


“This is the best amusement park we've ever been to,” said 
Michaelangelo, tearing a piece of pink cotton candy from Raphael's cone. 


“Hey!” said Raphael. 


“Hay is for horses,” replied Michaelangelo. It was one of his favorite 
jokes. 


The cotton candy was very sticky. It stuck to all three fingers of his 
right hand. 


Michaelangelo held his fingers up in the breeze. The wisps of cotton 
candy lifted in the light wind but did not blow away. The wisps reminded 
Michaelangelo of clouds. 


Michaelangelo licked the cotton candy from his fingers. It was very, 
very sweet. But it did not taste pink. It did not taste like anything in 
particular. Neither would a cloud, thought Michaelangelo. 


Whoooooooooosh! 
Vooooooooooosh! 


Michaelangelo turned toward the sounds. He could not believe his 
eyes. Two boys raced past. But they weren't running. They weren't on 
bicycles. Nor unicycles. Nor tricycles. Michaelangelo did not know what it 
was the boys were riding. 


Each boy stood upon a small, curved board. The boards had wheels 
attached to them. The boys were able to move very fast riding upon the 
strange boards. The boards were the coolest things Michaelangelo had ever 
seen. 


“What are those things that you're on?!” Michaelangelo called out to 
the boys. 


“They're called skateboards, you paste head,” said one of the boys as 
he leapt over a fire hydrant. Then he zipped down the boardwalk on his 
skateboard. 


Michaelangelo was very impressed. 


Leonardo pointed. “Look,” he said. “A haunted-house ride.” 


“There are no such things as ghosts,” stated Donatello. He was a firm 
believer in science. 


“Let's check it out,” said Raphael. 
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The three turtles ran off toward the ride. 


“Come along, Michaelangelo,” said Splinter. But Michaelangelo 
wasn't listening. He was daydreaming about riding his very own 
skateboard. 


“Michaelangelo,” Splinter repeated. This time he _ tapped 
Michaelangelo on the head with the tip of his walking stick. 


“Huh?” mumbled Michaelangelo. 


“Come along, my son,” said Splinter. “We must catch up with your 
brothers.” 


Michaelangelo followed dutifully, but his thoughts were elsewhere. 
He could only think of skateboards. 


The turtles and Splinter walked over to the entrance to the haunted 
house. 


“Bummer,” said Leonardo. He pointed to a sign. 

The sign read, BROKEN. GO AWAY. 

“They could have worded it more politely,” said Splinter. 

Raphael giggled. “Please Go Away,” he said, giggling some more. 


“Very funny, Raphael,” said Splinter. He looked at the setting sun. 
“The hour grows late,” he said. “It is time to return home.” 


In order to reach the sewers, the turtles and Splinter had to walk a 
short distance beneath the boardwalk first. 


It was very sandy under the boardwalk. The ground led out to a 
beach. The scent of salt water was in the air. So was the smell of garbage. 


The sand beneath the boardwalk was full of litter. Food, bottles, cans, 
and candy wrappers were among the many items the turtles and Splinter 
had to step around on their path beneath the boardwalk. 


Without warning, Michaelangelo stopped. He pointed to something 
sticking out from beneath a newspaper. 


He could not believe his eyes. It was a battered old skateboard! 


CHAPTER 2 


“Can it be fixed?” asked Michaelangelo. He was very anxious. He 
looked earnestly at his brother Donatello. 


Donatello looked over the battered old skateboard. Donatello liked to 
fix things. He was very good at it. He laid the skateboard on the kitchen 
table with its wheels facing up. He spun its wheels. The wheels turned very 
slowly. 


One wheel wobbled from left to right. It was loose and its axle was 
bent. 


Two wheels squeaked. 
One wheel didn't move at all. 
“Hmmmmmm,” said Donatello. 


“What? What is it? Can it be fixed?” asked Michaelangelo. He looked 
at his brother. 


Donatello was silent. He turned the skateboard over onto its wheels. 
He bent his head very close and looked up and down the length of the 
skateboard. 


He ran a hand across the slow curve of its surface. 
He scratched his head. 
“Hmmmmmm,” said Donatello. 


“Say something with words in it,” pleaded Michaelangelo. “Can it be 
fixed?” he asked again. 


Donatello looked at his brother. He handed him back his skateboard. 


“No problem,” said Donatello. “Let me get my toolbox.” 


Donatello's toolbox was made of cardboard. It used to be a shoe box. 
He had found it in a Dumpster, where it was going to be thrown away. 


Donatello kept other things in the box besides tools. There were nails 
and screws, nuts and bolts, lengths of wire and pieces of circuit boards. 
There was even a can of oil with a needle-shaped spout. 


Donatello placed his toolbox on the kitchen table. He had 
Michaelangelo place the skateboard next to it with its wheels facing up. 


Donatello went to work. 


He removed all the wheels. He straightened the axles. He oiled the 
axle joints with the can with the needle-shaped spout. 


The oil smelled oily, Michaelangelo thought to himself. He could 
think of no other word for it. 


Donatello placed the wheels back on their axles. He tightened them 
all once, then once again. He spun each wheel. The wheels went around 
and around with great speed and smoothness. None of them wobbled. 
None of them squeaked. They all kept spinning and spinning. Their 
movement was very fluid. 


“Awesome!” exclaimed Michaelangelo. He was very, very happy. He 
gave his brother a great big hug. “Thank you, Donatello,” he beamed. 


“No problem,” said Donatello as he placed the tools back in his 
toolbox. 


CHAPTER 3 


MIKE THE 
SKATEBORROER! 


Michaelangelo practiced riding his skateboard every chance he could. 


When he wasn't eating or sleeping or learning how to be a ninja, he 
was off in the sewer tunnels practicing on his skateboard. He was getting 
very good at it. He hardly ever scraped his arms and legs anymore. 


Michaelangelo was very happy. 
He loved his skateboard. 


He was even starting to like the gnarly drawing that was painted on its 
underside. The drawing was of a dragon's face. The dragon had antlers that 
looked like flames. Its long, thin tongue stretched out of its mouth and 
reached down to the base of the skateboard. 


Michaelangelo used to be a little afraid of the dragon. But now he was 
starting to grow fond of it. He even gave the dragon a name. He called it 
Wildfire. Together they rode and rode. 


As much as Michaelangelo practiced, there seemed to be only so 
much that he could do on the skateboard. As good as his skills were 
getting, there were only so many tricks that he could figure out on his own. 


Michaelangelo needed to learn more tricks. He needed to set himself 
new challenges. He needed to increase his skills. Also he grew tired of 
skateboarding alone. 


Michaelangelo thought about this. He took a good long look at 
Raphael's map of the sewers. The map was given to Raphael by Fu Chen, 
the owner of a curio shop in Chinatown. The map was thanks for Raphael's 
aid in defending Fu Chen from three young hoodlums. 


Michaelangelo took a final look at the map. Then he hopped on 
Wildfire and skateboarded toward Coney Island. 
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Michaelangelo smiled. The trip back to Coney Island was much 
quicker on the skateboard than it was on foot. 


Michaelangelo paused to look up at several seagulls. The birds were 
floating lazily in the air. One of them looked at Michaelangelo for a 
moment, then looked away. 


Michaelangelo took a deep breath and smiled again. The strong, salty 
scent of the ocean smelled good and clean. The breeze was cool. The sun 
was Warm. 


Michaelangelo smiled. It was a perfect day for skateboarding. 
Just then he heard a sound. 

Whoooooooooosh! 

Vooooooooooo0sh! 


It was the same two boys that Michaelangelo had seen skateboarding 
the last time he visited Coney Island! 


“Hey, paste head,” said one of the boys. He looked at Michaelangelo 
with an impish grin. 


Michaelangelo smiled back. He hopped on his skateboard and 
zoomed off. Within moments he had caught up with the boys. 


Together the three skateboarded out onto a pier above the ocean. 


At the end of the pier they all stopped. Each boy picked up his 
skateboard and leaned it against one of the poles that supported the pier. 


Michaelangelo did the same. 


“Radical board design you got there, paste head,” said one of the 
boys. He had long black hair and wore his baseball cap backward. The cap 


had a skull on it. 
“My name is Michaelangelo, not paste head.” 
“That's too long,” said the boy. “How about we just call you pastie?” 


“How about Mike,” replied Michaelangelo. He made it come out 
more like a statement than a question. 


“Okay, Mike,” said the boy. He smiled. 
“My name's Razz,” he said. 


“Mine's Little D,” said the other boy. Most of his blond hair was cut 
short except for the hair in front, which was longer and blew in the breeze. 
His shirt had the four points of the compass written on it. 


Together they looked across the ocean. The sunlight sparkled on the 
waves. 


A man rode past on a Jet Ski. It was very fast. They watched him pass 
out of sight. 


“Dudes, what are we hanging around out here for?” asked Razz. “We 
should be skateboarding!” he yelled. With that he hopped on his board and 
rode off toward the amusement park. 


Little D was right behind him. 


So was Mike. 


CHaPrer 5S 


THE 
HAUNTED HOUSE 


Michaelangelo and the two boys rode their skateboards together all 
afternoon. 


Sometimes they skateboarded with other boys, sometimes with girls. 
But mostly it was just the three of them. 


They skateboarded throughout the amusement park, riding around the 
roller coaster, under the Ferris wheel, and between the bumper cars. 


They went up and down sidewalks and crosswalks, jumping over soda 
cans, street curbs, and an old sleeping dog. The dog barked in its sleep. It 
was dreaming. 


Razz leapt over a trash can, but skinned his elbow when he landed. 


Little D skateboarded a short distance while doing a handstand. He 
blew bubbles with his chewing gum at the same time. 


Except for jumping over the sleeping dog, Michaelangelo didn't do 
anything fancy. It was his first time skateboarding in public, and there 
were many things to look out for. 


People were everywhere -- walking, running, pushing baby carriages, 
riding bicycles and motorcycles, driving cars and trucks. There were even 
clowns on stilts to watch out for. 


Michaelangelo focused on being careful. 


Finally they stopped to get something to drink. 
Razz bought Michaelangelo a grape soda. 
“Thanks,” said Michaelangelo. He was very thirsty. 


The soda was purple, the color of purple grapes. Michaelangelo 
wondered if anyone made green grape soda. 


Both Little D and Razz were drinking root beers. 
“Now what do we do?” asked Little D. 
“How about the haunted house, dudes?” Razz asked. 


“I thought the haunted-house ride was closed down,” said 
Michaelangelo. 


Both Little D and Razz finished their sodas. 
“Tt is closed,” replied Razz. “So let's motion, dudes.” 


Razz and Little D hopped on their skateboards and sped off in the 
direction of the haunted house. 


Michaelangelo followed. 


Razz and Little D beat Michaelangelo to the haunted house. By the 
time Michaelangelo arrived, the two boys were nowhere to be seen. Their 
skateboards were on the mansion's porch, leaning against the wall. 


Where were Razz and Little D? Had they already gone inside? Why 
would they have gone inside the haunted house if it was closed? 


Too many questions, thought Michaelangelo. He wanted some 
answers. 


Michaelangelo read the sign posted near the entrance to the haunted- 
house ride. 


It was a new sign. It replaced the old sign that had read, BROKEN. GO 
AWAY. 


The new sign looked more official, more serious. 
In big letters, it read, WARNING. 
In smaller letters, it read, NO TRESPASSING. 


In even smaller letters someone had written in by hand, UNLESS YOU WANT 
TO MAKE LOTS OF MONEY. 


Very strange, thought Michaelangelo. Very mysterious. Michaelangelo 
decided to look around outside the house. 


There he discovered five skateboards hidden behind a shed. He found 
three more leaning against a dead oak tree. There were two bicycles next 
to a cellar window. He even found a Big Wheel. 


Michaelangelo realized that Razz and Little D weren't the only kids 
who had gone into the house. 


He decided to wait out front for a while. 
He hid behind an old hot-dog stand. 
And he waited. 

And waited. 

And waited. 

Nothing. 


No one came out of the house. No one went in. 


Michaelangelo began to worry about Razz and Little D and all the 
other kids that might be inside the house. 


Finally Michaelangelo decided to go inside. 


CHAPTER 6 


MYSTERY FIGURE 


Michaelangelo reviewed his ninja training. He remembered that the 
most direct way was not always the best way to confront a problem. 
Sometimes being direct was too obvious. 


He decided not to go in through the front door. Instead he removed a 
piece of wood from a boarded-up window. 


Michaelangelo was very quiet, as a ninja should be. He picked up 
Wildfire and squeezed through the window. 


Michaelangelo stepped into a dark corridor and waited a few 
moments to let his eyes adjust to the darkness. 


The corridor had two grooves running along its floor. Each groove 
was lined with metal. The grooves must guide the ride cars along their 
path through the haunted house, thought Michaelangelo. 


He looked around some more. He saw something over by a curtain. 
Michaelangelo pulled out a nunchaku and silently bent into a defensive 
crouch. 


It looked like a person was standing behind the curtain! 
Michaelangelo crouched and waited. But the person did not move. 
Michaelangelo looked closer. 


The person didn't look quite right. In fact it didn't look like a person at 
all. 


Michaelangelo crept closer. 
He squinted through the darkness. 
His mouth dropped open. His eyes went wide. 


The figure behind the curtain wasn't a person at all. It was a skeleton! 


Michaelangelo fought to keep his fear in check. He looked carefully 
at the skeleton. It was held in place by wires. The skeleton wasn't real. It 
was a fake one to scare people as they went by on the haunted-house ride. 


Michaelangelo relaxed. 


Michaelangelo stood next to the skeleton. It sure looked real, he 
thought. 


Just then he heard evil laughter coming from the other side of the wall 
behind the skeleton. 


He pressed an ear to the wall and listened. 


Michaelangelo could hear a deep voice talking on the other side. It 
was a man's voice. 


Michaelangelo ran his fingers across the surface of the wall. He 
discovered two hinges and a handle. 


The wall wasn't really a wall. It was a door. 


Michaelangelo opened the door a crack and looked through the 
opening. 


There was a room on the other side of the door. There were people in 
the room-kids. And there were lots of them, including Razz and Little D. 
Michaelangelo even recognized the four boys who tried to break into a 
store one night when he, his brothers, and Splinter were returning some of 
Donatello's books to the public library! 


Michaelangelo crouched down in the shadows. He saw that a large, 
shadowed figure was addressing the kids. It was a man. The same one 
Michaelangelo heard laughing earlier. 


The man seemed to be wearing a cape, a helmet, and what may have 
been a mask. Michaelangelo couldn't tell for sure because the darkness 
surrounding the man was too complete. 


The boys were silent. They stared at the man. 


The man pulled out a shiny pocket watch from within his cape. He 
swung the watch on its chain. 


Back and forth it swung. 
Back and forth. 
Back and forth. 


The boys stared at the swinging watch. Their eyes were wide and 
blank. 


The man was hypnotizing the boys! 


CHAPTER 7 


MIKE TO 
THE RESCUE! 


Michaelangelo hid in the darkness. He watched the man but was 
careful not to stare at the swinging watch. 


The man spoke to the hypnotized boys. 


“You will remain standing here until I return,” said the man. “Then 
you will conduct a little robbery on my behalf.” 


The man laughed. It was not happy laughter, but rather dark and evil- 
sounding. Then he strode billowed out of the room. His cape behind him 
like a huge thundercloud. 


Michaelangelo listened to the man's heavy footsteps recede into the 
depths of the house. 


The boys stood standing, hypnotized, their faces empty. 
Michaelangelo tiptoed up toRazz. “Razz,” he whispered. 
There was no response. 

Michaelangelo turned toward Little D. “Little D,” he said. 
Little D just stared. 


Michaelangelo shook Little D by the shoulder. The boy swayed back 
and forth. 


Michaelangelo tugged on Razz's long hair. Razz's head bobbed up and 
down like a pigeon's. 


Neither boy seemed to be aware of Michaelangelo. 
Then Michaelangelo froze. He thought he had heard a sound. 
He listened. 


There it was again. Over in the shadows. 


Michaelangelo pulled out both pairs of nunchakus and went into a 
defensive crouch. 


Suddenly three large figures came rushing out of the darkness — 
robots! They were blue and purple with eyes of white. Each robot lacked a 
mouth and each had a small symbol of a foot marked upon its forehead. 
They were identical to the robot that had attacked the turtles and Splinter 
several weeks before! 


But now there were three of them. And they came leaping toward 
Michaelangelo! 


CHAPTER & 


THREE 
AGAINST ONE 


The three robots rushed at Michaelangelo. 


Michaelangelo brought up his left leg and kicked one of the robots in 
the chest. The robot stumbled backward. The kick had knocked it off 
balance. 


Michaelangelo turned to face the other two robots. 


One of them was keeping its distance, watching. The other was about 
to throw a punch at Michaelangelo. 


Michaelangelo reached down. 

The robot threw its punch. 

Michaelangelo quickly brought up his skateboard, Wildfire. 
The robot's fist struck the skateboard. 

GUNCH! went the robot's fist. 

The robot stepped back. 


Michaelangelo did not waste a second. He lifted Wildfire in both 
hands and brought it down upon the robot's head. 


KLANG! went the robot's head. 


Sparks flew from its eyes. The robot staggered. It teetered. Smoke 
started to pour from the back of its head. It fell backward onto the floor 
and lay still. 


One down, thought Michaelangelo. Two to go. 


The two remaining robots stood at opposite sides of Michaelangelo. 
He was right between them. 


They flexed their powerful muscles. The robots began to advance 
toward Michaelangelo. 


They looked like they meant business. And their business was pain. 
Michaelangelo let Wildfire fall to the floor. 
The robots rushed forward. 


Michaelangelo hopped onto his skateboard. He did three things at 
once: 


He kicked hard onto the back end of his skateboard, propelling 
himself into the stomach of one robot. 


Then he cracked one of his nunchakus across the jaw of the other. 
He also let out a war cry. “COWABUNGA!” he yelled. 


Michaelangelo sounded very fierce. 


CHaPTER 9 


The robot that Michaelangelo smashed into with his skateboard fell to 
the floor with a loud THUD. 


There was a faint sound of a motor shutting off from somewhere 
inside the robot. 


The robot lay very still. It did not get up. 
Two down, thought Michaelangelo. One to go. 
The last of the three robots stared at Michaelangelo. 


Michaelangelo stared back at the robot. He made the meanest face he 
could. 


The robot turned and looked at the two fallen robots. 


It looked back at Michaelangelo. It looked at his skateboard. It looked 
at his nunchakus. 


Michaelangelo whirled and twirled his nunchakus. They cut through 
the air like the blades of a helicopter. 


“Your move,” Michaelangelo challenged the robot. 
The robot turned and ran. 


Michaelangelo listened to the robot's heavy footsteps recede into the 
depths of the haunted house. It is probably running to find the man with 
the cape, thought Michaelangelo. 


I had better act quickly, he realized. He put away his nunchakus and 
turned toward the hypnotized boys. 


The boys stood still and stared. 


Michaelangelo thought about what to do. He had already tried calling 
to them, but the boys didn't hear him. The same was true when he touched 


them. There was no response. 


The man had hypnotized them by waving a pocket watch back and 
forth in front of their eyes. He gave them instructions while he did so. 
Michaelangelo had seen many people hypnotized the same way on 
television shows. This gave Michaelangelo an idea. 


He walked over to face the boys. Then he pulled one of his nunchakus 
out of his belt. Michaelangelo gripped one of its wooden sections. He let 
the other section dangle from the chain that joined the two parts. 


Then he began to wave the hanging section back and forth, just like 
the man had done with the pocket watch. 


He did it directly in front of the boys' staring eyes. 
Michaelangelo spoke to the boys. “Follow me,” he said. 
The boys stared at the swinging nunchaku. 

They began to sway a little. 


“Follow me, dudes,” Michaelangelo repeated. “And,” he said, “you 
will wake up once we get outside.” 


Michaelangelo put away the nunchaku. He turned and began to walk 
toward the door he had entered. 


When he reached the door, he paused. He crossed his fingers 
hopefully. Then he turned around to look at the boys. 


Excellent, he thought, the boys are following me! 


Michaelangelo led the boys past the skeleton and down the corridor 
toward the boarded-up window. 


The boys followed, picking up their skateboards as they stepped out 
onto the porch. 


Michaelangelo felt like the Pied Piper. 


Once outside the haunted house, the boys regained their senses. 


“That was totally weird,” said Razz. 

“Tt was like sleepwalking out of someone else's dream,” said Little D. 
“Are you dudes all right?” asked Michaelangelo. 

He was beginning to like the word dudes. 

All the boys nodded. Everyone was fine. 

“Excellent,” said Michaelangelo. 

“Do you remember anything?” he asked them. 

The boys remembered the shadowed man with the cape. 


They remembered his swinging watch. 


The next thing they remembered was Michaelangelo's swinging 
nunchaku and the dreamy walk out of the haunted house. 


Michaelangelo told them the rest. 
The boys all agreed not to return to the haunted house. 


Razz said he would tell all the other kids in the amusement park to 
stay clear of the haunted house, as well as other places with No TRESPASSING 
signs. 


Little D promised to tell his father about the mysterious man and the 
robots. His dad was a policeman. 


Michaelangelo looked up at the sun. It was beginning to sink toward 
the west. It was getting late. Time to head back home. 


Michaelangelo said good-bye to his friends. 


He picked up his skateboard and climbed down beneath the 
boardwalk. Then he ran all the way to the entrance to the sewers. 


He turned and took one final look at the ocean. He took a deep breath 
of the salt air. Then he hopped onto Wildfire and sped into the sewers. 


CuaPprer 10 


QUESTIONS 


Michaelangelo entered the living room and told his brothers and 
Splinter all about his day. 


Leonardo wanted to hear about the inside of the haunted house. 
Raphael asked whether or not the skeleton was real. 
Donatello was fascinated by the three robots. 


Splinter stood silent. He held a finger to his chin, deep in thought. He 
was thinking about the mysterious caped figure. 


When Michaelangelo was through telling his story, Splinter made 
everyone hot chocolate. 


“What do you think, master?” Michaelangelo asked Splinter. 


Splinter chose his words with great care. “I think you did an 
admirable job freeing the hypnotized boys,” he answered. “It was very 
brave of you.” 


Michaelangelo smiled. 


“However,” Splinter added, “I think your adventure proves that it is 
dangerous for any one of us to continue to travel alone.” 


“Because of the robots?” asked Donatello. 


“Yes. But also because of the mysterious figure who controls them,” 
said Splinter. 


“Do you still think that the foot symbol on the foreheads of the robots 
could be the same symbol that marked the ninja Foot clan that you used to 
lead back in Japan, master?” asked Leonardo. 


Splinter looked at his adopted sons. He did not want to worry them. 
But he also knew that he shouldn't deceive them. 


“Perhaps. Perhaps not,” answered Splinter. “We'll have to keep our 
eyes open for more clues.” 


“Then it's possible that the mysterious figure who hypnotized the 
boys was the same man who caused you to be banished from the Foot 
clan,” stated Michaelangelo. “It's possible that I saw Oroku Saki!” 


“Perhaps,” answered Splinter. “Perhaps not. We'll have to wait and 
see. But until then no one travels alone. Understood?” 


The turtles looked at their master. His face was calm but serious. 
They could see that he spoke with wisdom, not fear. The four brothers 
answered as one, “Yes, master.” 


“Now, please explain to me the use of this new word that you are 
using, this dudes,” Splinter said to Michaelangelo. 


Michaelangelo laughed. While he explained the word to Splinter, 
Michaelangelo looked down at Wildfire. 


The dragon's face looked back up at him. 


We sure make a good team, thought Michaelangelo. 


Later that night the four turtles went into their bedroom to go to sleep. 
They shared the same room and had two double bunk beds. Michaelangelo 
and Raphael had the top bunks. Donatello and Leonardo had the bottom 
ones. 


“Hey,” Raphael said to Michaelangelo. 


“Hay is for horses,” replied Michaelangelo as he climbed into his 
bunk. 


“Hey, do you really think you saw Oroku Saki?” asked Raphael, 
removing a pile of comic books from his pillows and handing them down 
to Leonardo. 


Michaelangelo looked over at Raphael. He looked at his other two 
brothers. He made a serious face, trying to imitate Splinter. “Perhaps. 
Perhaps not,” he answered, trying hard not to giggle. 


“Wise guy!” Raphael yelled. With that, he flung his pillow at 
Michaelangelo, striking him right in the face. 


Within moments pillows were flying all over the room. Leonardo 
threw a pillow at Raphael, who threw one at Donatello. Donatello ducked 
out of the way of a pillow thrown by Michaelangelo, who was about to 
throw another at Leonardo. Everyone was laughing. 


It was a typical bedtime scene in the room of the Teenage Mutant 
Ninja Turtles. 


